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on, having been tried first at the side of the shoulder, then at the waistline, and finally back on the shoulder.
My own dress was a princess black charmeuse Worth had created for me, with a panel front of jet forming a very slender line. The golden roses with gold slippers made all the colour I wore.
After a very happy evening we departed early as the President, Dr. Grayson and Helen Bones were leaving for Williamstown, Massachusetts, where the President's daughter, Jessie Sayre, and her husband made their home, and where their son Francis was to be baptized on the following day.
They returned to Washington May 3rd, and the next day I again dined at the White House. The President's sister, Mrs. George Howe, and her daughter, Mrs. Cothran, had arrived the day before. The latter's little girl Josephine, then a baby, accompanied them. It had turned suddenly warm and after dinner we all went out on the south portico where coffee was served. Dr. Grayson was at dinner, but left almost immediately, and Margaret, Helen, Mrs. Howe and Mrs. Cothran walked down in the grounds, leaving me alone with the President.
Almost as soon as they were gone he brought his chair nearer to mine and, looking directly at me with those splendid, fearless eyes that were unlike any others I have ever seen, he said: "I asked Margaret and Helen to give me an opportunity to tell you something to-night that I have already told them." Then he declared his love for me, speaking quietly but with such emotion the very world seemed tense and waiting. This is almost too sacred and personal to relate, but it was so simply and characteristically done that it belongs to history as representing the man.
It came to me as almost a shock. Not having given a thought to such a development, I said the first thing that came to my mind, without thinking it would hurt him: "Oh, you can't love me, for you don't really know me; and it is less than a year since your wife died."